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beginne (already) to employ my vnderftanding, for
(ahlas my goode Lorde) were not the cordial of thefe
two pretious Spiceries, the corrofyue of care woulde
quickely confounde me.

I haue mifgouerned my youth, I confefie it: what
(hall I do then ? fliall I yelde to myfery as a iufl plague
apomted for my portion? Magnammitie faith no,
and Induflrye feemeth to be of the very fame opinion.

I am derided, fufpected, accufed, and condemned :
yea more than that, I am rygoroufly reiecled when I
proffer amendes for my harme. Should I therefore
difpayre? mall I yeelde vnto iellofie? or drown e my
dayes in idleneffe, bycaufe their beginning was bathed
in wantonneffe ? Surely (my Lord) the Magnanimitie of
a noble minde will not fuffer me, and the delightful-
neffe of dilygence doth vtterly forbydde me.

Shal I grudge to be reproued for that which I haue
done in deede, when the fling of Emulation fpared
not to touche the worthy Scipio with moll vntrue fur-
myfes? Yea Themistocles when he had deliuered al
Greece from the huge hoft of Xerxes, was yet by his
vnkmde citizens of Athens expulfed from his pwne,
and conflrained to feeke fauour in the fight of his late
piofeffecl enemie. But the Magnanimitie of their
mindes was fuch, as neither could aduerfytie ouercome
them, nor yet the iniunous dealing of other men coulde
kindle in their brefles any leail fparke of defire, to
feeke any vnhonorable reuenge.

I haue loytred (my lorde) I confeffe, I haue lien
{breaking me (like a lubber) when the funne did mine,
and now I flriue al in vaine to loade the carte when
it raineth. I regarded not my comelynes in the May-
moon e of my youth, and yet now I Hand prinking me
in the glaffe, when the crowes foote is growen vnder
mine eye. But what ?

Aristotle fpent his youth very ryotoufly, and Plato
(by your leaue) in twenty of his youthful yeares, was
no leffe addicted to delight in amorous verfe, than hee
was after in his age painful to write goo^ nrecepts of